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7^ ^rhe ITragedy ^Othello 

mary 1 would rtot doe fuch a thing for a ioynt-ring, or for meafarcs 
of Lawne,nor for Gowncs, Petticotes,or Caps, nor any petty exhi« 
, bition ; but for the whole world : why who would not make her hus< 
; band a Cuckold to make him a Monarch ? I ihoald venture purgato* 
; tyforir. 

I I>«f, Be Ihrewmcjifl would doe filch wrong 
; For t!ie whole world. 

Em* Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’th world; and hauingthe 
world for your labour, tisawrong in your owne world, and you 
might quickly nuke itright, 

Dcf, I doc not tbinke there is any fuch woman. 

Em. Yes, a do 2 cn,and as many toche vantage,as would ftore the 
World they played for. 

But I doe thinke it is their husbands faults. 

If wines doc fall ; (fay that they flack their duties. 

And poure our treafures into forreigne laps. 

Or elfe breakc out in pccuilh iealoufies. 

Throwing reftraiut vpon vs.; or fay they ftrike vs. 

Or fcant our former hauing in defpight,) 

Why we hane galles, and though we haue fome grace, 1 

y ct haue we fome reuenge ; Let husbands know 
Their wiues haue fence like them ; they fee, and fmell, 

And haue their pallats both for fweet and fowre. 

As husbands haue : what is it that they doe. 

When they chenge vs for orhers ? is it fport ? 

J thinke it is ; and doth afiedlion breed it?- 
I thinke it doth ; is’t frailty that thus erres? 

It is fo too s and haue not vve afftftions ? 

Defires for fport ? and frailtie as men haue? 

Then let em vfe vs well,eife let em know, 

The ills we doe, their ills inftruQ: vs fo. 

D(j. Good night, good night,hcancn me fiich vfes fend. 

Not to pick bad from bad.but by bad mend, Extmt. 

ASius ti, Sc(£m i. 
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Enter Iago<»»<iRoderigo. 

H pre {land behind this bulke,ftrait will he come, 
Wcare thy good Rapier bare,and putit heme. 
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the z%£oore of VtmcQ, 

Qpicke,quicke,feare nothing,Ilc beat thy elbow ; 

It makes vs,o? it marres vs,thinkc of that; 

And fixe more firme thy refolution. 

Rod. fie necre at hand, I may mifearry in’e.’ 
f4g. Here at thy hand,be bold.anvd take thy flandf* 
Rod, I hauenogreacdcuotiontothedeed; 

And yet he has giuen me fatisfying reafons ; 

Tis but a man gon forth my fword, he dies. 

lag. I haue rubd this young Quat almoft to the fenfc. 
And he growes angry .now, whether he kill Crf/Jw, 

Or him, or each doc kill the other, 

Euery way makes my game ; Hue Roderigot 
He calls me to a reftitut ion large, 

For Gold and lewells that I bobd from him 
As gifts to Defiemena : * 

It mull not be,if Cafsio doe remaine 
He has a daily beauty in his life, * 

That makes me vgly : and befides,the Moore 
May vnfould me ro him ; there Hand I in much pcrrill • 
No.hemufl die.be t ib,l heare him comming. 
EuterC^Csio. 

nr Tu ’^illainethou dieft.’ 

Caf. That thruft had bin my enemy indeed 

But that my coate is better then thou know'ft * 

I will make proofc of thine, * 

Rod. Ojiam/laine. 

Caf. Iammaimdforcuer,lightho,murder' 
n.t. TL . Othello. 

Oth. Harke,tis cuen fo. 

Sf ?.*’l^P®j'°>>^’8ht,aSurgeon. 

T^lo^ I, *n r braue /^^o.honcft and inft 

OH teacneit me ; —minion, your deare 

X. 
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